CINO DA PISTOIA	433
TO GUIDO CAVALCANTI
X.	sonnet
He owes nothing to Guido as a Poet
what rhymes are thine which I have ta'en from thee,
Thou Guido, that thou ever say'st I thieve ? l
:Tis true, fine fancies gladly I receive,
But when was aught found beautiful in thee ?
Nay, I have searched my pages diligently,
And tell the truth, and lie not, by your leave.
From whose rich store my web of songs I weave
Love knoweth well, well knowing them and me.
No artist I,—all men may gather it;
Nor do I work in ignorance of pride,
(Though the world reach alone the coarser sense ;)
But am a certain man of humble wit
Who journeys with his sorrow at his side,
For a heart's sake, alas ! that is gone hence.
XI.	sonnet
He impugns tJie verdicts of Dante's Comraedia
this book of Dante's, very sooth to say,
Is just a poet's lovely heresy,
Which by a lure as sweet as sweet can be
Draws other men's concerns beneath its sway ;
While, among stars' and comets' dazzling play,
It beats the right down, lets the wrong go free.
Shows some abased, and others in great glee,
Much as with lovers is Love's ancient way.
Therefore his vain decrees, wherein he lied,
Fixing folks' nearness to the Fiend their foe,
Must be like empty nutsheUs flung aside.
Yet through the rash false witness set to grow,
French and Italian vengeance on such pride
May fall, like Antony's on Cicero.
1 I have not examined Cino's poetry with special reference to
this accusation; but there is a Canzone of his in vhich he speaks
of having conceived an affection for another lady from her resem-
blance to Selvaggia. Perhaps Guido considered this as a sort of
plagiarism de facto on his own change of love through Mandetta's
likeness to Giovanna.
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